BRITISH SPANKING MAGAZINES 


Now available in the U.S.A. with confidence. 


BLUSHES Мо.1 to 37 


Young girls in tight situations. General- 
ly 64 pages with 8 in colour. Britain's 
Premier spanking mag. Illustrated quali- 
ty pictures. All back numbers available. 


JUSTICE No.1 to 55 


Stories and letters in the erotic spanking 
vein, well illustrated 60 pages. АП back 
numbers still available. 


ROUE No.54 to 60 


56 pages, 8 in colour. Subtle spanking of 
soft young ladies, sometimes by other 
girls. Only last 6 issues available 


Make Cheques and РО!5 payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


THE SUPPLEMENT 
No.1 to 24 


Readers couldn't get enough of Blushes 
so out came The Supplement. Great 
photos, excellent quality reading. 56 
pages. 8 colour. All back numbers 
available. 


JANUS Мо.60 to 66 


Britains oldest spanking mag. A quality 
publication of 56 pages, 8 in colour. 
Drawings, photos and stories. Last 6 back 
numbers available. 


SPANKING LETTERS No.1 to 38 


60 pages of letters on the erotic spank 
ing scene, many photos of various situa- 
tions. Late back issues available. 


1 magazine for £6 
2 magazines for £11 
3 magazines for £15 
4 magazines for £20 


5 magazines for only £24 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 
We try for return of post and certainly send under 


plain cover. 


KANE No.34 to 40 


64 pages, 8 in colour of the real en- 
thusiast spankings, using straps and 
canes, more mature models with genuine 
action stills from videos. Last 6 issues on- 
ly still available, 


ин, 


UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to 22 
Young girls in various uniforms, and out 


of them, getting their bottoms reddened, 
and more. All back numbers available. 


с? 


PHOENIX No.33 to 39 


64 pages, 8 in colour. Clear erotic spank- 
ing, strap, cane etc. Last 6 back issues still 
available 


UNIFORM 33 


CONTENTS е A 


Morning Work-Out ^ 

Stand to Attention Private Gitting b 
Musical Interlude 
Delayed Action 
Letters 

Love Hate Point 


АП photos are posed by models, professional or otherwise, 
over the age of 18, none of the contents of this magazine 
are intended to condone or encourage sexual coercion. 
Stories and articles represent fictional situations only, 
reader's letters should be regarded as legitimate comment 
reflecting the writer's views alone. All material in this 
publication is of UK origin and is printed in the UK. 


Published by Bertrum Press 

All trade and retail enquiries to: 
Magg Distribution, I5 Wastdale Road, 
Forest Hill, London SE23 IHN 


NO CALLERS 


figure. ‘Pinfield is under P," he adds 
helpfully. 


“Yes...I know...I've got it now." Her 
left forefinger points at it in the book 
while Charlene's right hand rings. 
Charlene is sportily dressed too. Well, 
apart from the shiny black stiletto heels. 
A white sleeveless top and tight navy- 
blue sports knickers, with white ankle 
socks, Plus as noted the perhaps in- 
congrous high heels. There appears to 
be nothing under the thin sleeveless 
top. Not from the way her nipples are 
clearly pushing the front out. 
Presumably nothing under those navy 
knicks either. She is a decidedly pret- 
ty girl, this Charlene with the long 
shapely bare legs above the high heels. 
With also a pair of nice-sized boobs 
with those nipples showing. A brunette 
with short almost black hair. 


The phone is ringing now as she car- 
ries the hand-set over to Mr Fosling. 
He smiles up at her. ‘A bit slow, 
Charlene darling. A good job the house 
wasn't burning down, eh?” Taking the 
phone from her as she stands at the side 
of the chair. Giving her another smile. 
"Drop your knickers, dear." 


Charlene’s soft mouth opens and then 
closes without any word coming out. 


MORNING 
WORK-OUT 


“Ring Mr Pinfield for me," Mr Fosl- 
ing says. "There's a darling. He's in 
my book.’ George Fosling is comfor- 
tably seated in his favourite armchair. 
He reaches out and squeezed a hand- 
ful of soft bottom. 


“Yes Mr Fosling,' the darling, owner 
of the soft bottom, says. She is in fact 
called Charlene. She waits until the 
hand has finished, then walks across 
the thick carpet in her shiny black high 
heels to the phone. 


"Don't take all day,” Mr Fosling adds 
mildly. Although he ting here in 
his comfortable armchair he is sporti- 
ly dressed: white cricket sweater over 
а cream-coloured shirt; white flannels; 
trainers on his feet. His is fiftyish, not 
tall, bald, with horn-rimmed spec- 
tacles: not a particularly sporting 


She sucks in the ripe lower lip. Then 
her hands do what she has been told 
Go to the top of the navy-blue knickers. 
Thumbs in the waistband to 
push...them down. Mr Fosling has 
placed the phone on the opposite arm 
of his chair, the receiver held in his left 
hand. So that his right is free...it 
reaches out to assist with the knickers, 
his forefinger hooking in the blue cot- 
ton material on Charlene’s left front 
flank...and then the right. So that the 
knicks are down nice and clear of the 
juncture of her thighs. A neat black 
bush is revealed which, a little ten- 
tatively as if Charlene knows she is 
unlikely to get away with it, her hand 
comes across to cover. This proves cor- 
rect as Mr Fosling’s hand immediate- 
ly and briskly brushes it aside. 


‘Stand smartly, Charlene. Hands at 
your sides. Otherwise we'll be smack- 
ing something.’ Then into the phone. 
‘Sorry Harold. It's me, George. Talk- 
ing to Charlene.' His fingers poke at 
the crisp black curls. *Not a very nice 
day, Harold." 


Indeed it is not. Through the french 
windows can be seen a most uninspir- 
ing morning: grey and overcast and 
spitting with rain. ‘So I don't know 
about the common, Harold. Have you 
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got your Valerie ready to go?" 


George Fosling's fingers give the black 
curls a little tug. Charlene emits a tiny 
squeak. Over the phone Harold Pinfield 
is saying yes, he has got Valerie ready. 
George has been planning to take both 
girls, Valerie and Charlene, out on the 
common for some exercise. Hard run- 
ning plus physical jerks. Girls of their 
age need to be regularly exercised to 
keep them fit and also to keep their 
minds healthy too. Otherwise they can 
get bored and get up to who-knows- 
what. Harold Pinfield has got Valerie 
ready but he agrees it's not very nice 
out. He doesn't mind Valerie getting 
wet, though, he adds. She can have a 
bath when she gets back. 


“Get over the arm of the chair,’ George 
says looking up at Charlene. 'Sorry 
Harold. Talking to Charlene again. 
Here, say hello to Mr Pinfield, 
Charlene.' Holding the receiver out to 
her as Charlene now with Mr Fosling's 
hand away from her pussy is bending 
herself forward, hands on the arm of 
the chair. ‘Hello Mr Pinfield,” she says 
into the phone. ‘Hello Charlene dear,” 
comes the reply. The receiver is taken 
away to that Charlene can continue on 
down, her nude hips coming into con- 
tact with the padded arm and then her 


upper body bending until it is in con- 
tact with Mr Fosling's lap. 


George Fosling is resuming his conver- 
sation. "Yes Harold. I agree. I don't 
mind Charlene getting wet either of 
course. It’s more myself I was think- 
ing of. I'm not too keen on going out 
in this weather. So actually..." his hand 
is now toying with the silky flesh of 
Charlene's womanly bottom-cheeks, 
*actually...I thought I might take them 
to the gym instead." 


This proposal seems to meet with ap- 
proval. “Excellent,” says Harold Pin- 
field's middle-class voice. "As long as 
she gets a good work-out. No, the com- 
mon might not be a good idea on a day 
like this. I wouldn't want Valerie get- 
ting pneumonia or something. OK 
then, George. Same time?" 


"Yes; about half an hour." George Fosl- 
ing holds the phone down to Charlene's 
face which is against his thigh. 


"Tell Mr Pinfield you'll see him soon, 
dear." Charlene obediently does this — 
in a voice that is a little bit agitated- 
sounding on account of her position and 
from what Mr Fosling is doing to her 
bare bum. His hand is fiddling around 
in that highly sensitive region where the 


undercurve of a girl’s bottom-cheeks 
meets the backs of the thighs. It is an 
area sensitive in its own right but also 
there is what it is immediately adjacent 
to. There is inevitably keen apprehen- 
sion in a girl’s head when she is in this 
position and with a hand so positioned 
that at any moment it could with no 
trouble at all make the leap from what 
is getting her a bit jumpy but not a lot 
worse than that to something that would 
sen her out into orbit. Because 
Charlene who has been over Mr Fosl- 
ing’s lap before knows he's quite 
capable of it. Of simply without war- 
ning doing it. 


George Fosling replaces the phone in 
its cradle. “Yes Charlene. Half an hour 
or so. And it should take us ten minutes 
to get to Mr Pinfield’s house. Eh? So 
how long does that leave us? 


Uh...ohhhh!...uhhhh!...20 minutes, 
Mr Fosling. Or something like." 


“Ог something like. Yes. So...plenty 
of time for a smacked bottom before 
we go out.' Mr Fosling stops his fid- 
dling about...and suddenly cracks his 
hand down hard. Onto a soft and relax- 
ed and unprepared rear which, over the 
arm of the chair, is at present this pretty 
girl's highest point. A yelping squeal 
from Charlene. When he hits you like 
that, out of the blue...you can’t help 
yelling out." 


George Fosling's hand slams down 
again. Producing another yelp. “You're 
very noisy today,’ he mildly observes. 
“Where is all that self-control and 
discipline that we're learning. Eh?" 
This is accompanied by a third slam- 
mer...and then quickly a fourth. 


Charlene doesn’t have any answer — 
except more yelped cries of 
“Aaaooohhh!...” ‘Please Mr Fosling..." 
"No...0000!' These cries have little ef- 
fect — none in fact — as George Fosl- 
ing’s hand continues to splat down. 
Charlene’s hindquarters hoisted over 
the arm of the chair are writhing and 
jerking. When Mr Fosling spanks a girl 
he really likes to let fly. Perhaps in- 
deed he sees it as a useful form of ex- 
ercise which otherwise he would not 
get. Because although he can be a spor- 
ty dresser, when George takes the girls 
to the common — or the gym — he 
does not himself reckon to take part in 
the lung-searing sessions he directs. 
But vigorous exercise of his right 
arm...is something else. 


When George has had enough — which 
is when Charlene’s bottom is bright red 
all over and correspondingly the palm 


of his hand is tingling with the glow 
of repeated impact — Charlene is told 
she can get up. This she does — though 
it seems a bit of an effort. Her pretty 
face is red and flushed, her hair 
tousled. А 


“All right, darling?’ he queries. 


“Ко! she says, making a face and 
pushing back the messed-up black 
locks. Charlene’s navy knicks remain 
down of course — she hasn’t yet been 
told she can pull them up. Mr Fosling 
is getting to his feet 


“What d’you mean, no? That wasn’t 
much: a little spanking.’ He pulls 
Charlene to him, embracing her. ‘Was 
it, darling Charlene?’ he says softly in 
her pink ear. Charlene mumbles 
something — then winces as a hand 
comes onto her glowing bottom. 


“You heard what I said. We're not go- 
ing on the common, we те going to the 
gym instead. Isn't that nice? Aren't you 
very grateful for that? I know how you 
hate it out in the rain.’ 


Charlene mumbles something else. 
“What?” s Mr Fosling, his hand 
gently massaging the cheeks of her 
bottom. 


‘Nothing,’ says Charlene. ‘Nothing?’ 
queries Mr Fosling. 


*Well...I don't l...like being out on the 
common all right. When it's r...rain- 
ing. But..." 


What Charles means is that the gym is 
not perfect either. They won't be run- 
ning and doing physical jerks in the rain 
but apart from Mr Fosling himself and 
what he'll be doing in directing opera- 
tions...there will be Mr Barlot. In all 
probability. Mr Barlot who owns the 
gym. He will very probably be there. 
And if he is he will want what he nor- 
mally wants as, as it were, a fee. For 
gentlemen taking girls there to exerc- 
se. He likes to give them a massage. 
On the massage table in his room. And 
Mr Barlot in his massages likes to make 
sure he gets his money's worth. 


George Fosling chuckles, guessing 
what Charlene's unsaid complaint is. 
"You're just neve isfied, Charlene 
darling. Come on, give me a nice kiss." 


Charlene submits to having her ripe 
mouth joined with Mr Fosling's. It is 
better than being spanked — just about. 
She allows her mouth to be pushed 
open so that his tongue can go in. She 
groans. Mr Fosling seems to be trying 


to push it right down her throat. His 
hand is still at her bare bottom and has 
slid down now to the danger area. 
Fingers push in between her leg 
Where Charlene is dampish. A spank- 
ing can produce bodily secretions: 
sweating or whatever. Due to the shock 
to the system. Charlene groans again. 
Thinking for the moment of Mr Bloody 
Barlot. 


Mr Fosling's large tongue comes out 
and he breaks off his enthusiastic kiss. 
He removes his now damp-fingered 
hand. They have to get to Mr Pin- 
field's, to pick up Valerie. Charlene 
can pull up her knickers. The spank- 
ing of course was primarily for earlier 
this morning; for being late up and not 
getting Mr Fosling's cup of tea to him 
on time. She wasn't very late, only 
about five minutes, but if a girl is be- 
ing taught discipline et., then clearly 
five minutes if five minutes. As Mr 
Fosling would say. As indeed he did 
say. 


He squeezes Charlene's bottom, now 
snug in the navy knickers, then goes 
to the french windows to get an update 
on the weather. It is worse, quite heavy 
rain now falling and looking as it could 
be set in for the day. Certainly not a 
morning to be out on the common. He 


has made a wise decision. And one 
which Maurice Barlot at the gym will 
undoubtedly be pleased with. George 
hasn't taken the girls there for a week 
or more and nor has Harold as far as 
George can recall (they take the two 
girls out for exercise on alternate days) 
so yes, Maurice Barlot will be pleas- 
ed. Extremely pleased to have the op- 
portunity to give then each one of his 
special massages, up on his massage 
table. Which of course Charlene and 
Valerie both hate 


George turns back to Charlene. *Bet- 
ter be going then. Get your coat on. 
Need to brush your hair?" ‘Do I need 
my trainers?’ she asks. George gives 
her an owlish look. ‘Do you need 
trainers? Yes Charlene darling, I think 
you do.’ He brushes his hand across 
Charlene’s front. Across where her 
nipples are pushing out the thin top. 
“Are yours bigger than Valerie’s? 
Would you say?’ 


Valerie's and Charlene’s boobs are 
about the same size. ‘No,’ Charlene 
answers. Mr Fosling is rubbing her 
nipples now. With both hands. She ner- 
vously licks her lips. “These are big- 
ger, he says. Meaning the nipples. 
“They stick out more. When they are 
sticking out I mean.’ With a smooth 


STAND TO ATTENTION 
PRIVATE GITTINGS 


Private Rowena Gittings stood before the 
door, took a deep breath, poised her 
knuckles to knock, hesitated...and then 
with a big effort forced herself. A hesi- 
tant tat...tat on the oak board. A voice 
from within growled ‘Come in.’ A male 
voice. She took another deep breath and 
with difficulty controlled the urge to turn 
tail and run. Sergeant Maureen Smith’s 
words were rolling around in her head: 
"They can be bloody awful. When you've 
just finished your preliminary training. 
Really diabolically bloody awful. And you 
can't complain. That's what they want, to 
make it seem that we girls can't take it. 
Men! Bastards!” 


Rowena has just completed her 
preliminary training and has been told to 
report to Major Bronner. That is what it 
said on the door: Major A.C.D. Bronner. 
And now...could Sergeant Smith have 
been exaggerating? 


‘Shut the door then, young woman!’ 


"Yes...yes sir.’ Rowena is so scared, ner- 
vous, she is almost wetting herself. Turn- 
ing quickly back to the door, her rump 
swinging smartly in the trim khaki-green 
skirt. Major Bronner focussing his eyes on 
it. 


"That's better. Private Gittings eh? Private 
Rowena Gittings. We should know the 
basics, shouldn't we, Private Gittings? 
Like closing doors behind us?’ 


“Yes Sir. I’m sorry Sir. Really.’ Major 
Bronner was getting to his feet. Fiftyish, 
steel-grey hair, tall, fit-looking. Scary, 
Rowena’s scared mind told her. 


‘Stand to attention then, Private Gittings. 
Heels together. And stick them out. 
Those things. What d’you call them. 
Boobs? Boobies? Eh? 


Keep calm. Though she can feel pinpricks 
of perspiration prickling her skin. This is 
what she was told. Sergeant Smith it 
seems wasn't exaggerating. Rowena's 
cheeks are colouring. Inevitably. They are 
pretty cheeks and it is a pretty face, fram- 
ed in short ash-blonde hair which is top- 


ped by the peaked uniform cap. And 
below the pretty face the shape too, 
trembling at this moment, is excellent, 
the uniform jacket and skirt fitting 
perfectly over the slim waist and 
burgeoning breasts and hips. Below the 
skirt are shapely nylon-clad legs and black 
high-heels. Yes Rowena Gittings is ex- 
tremely attractive. Which, if Sergeant 
Smith is to be believed, can make things a 
lot Worse. ‘They go for the good-looking 
ones, the ones with a shape. They'll make 
your life a misery, Private.’ 


*L..I don't know, ' Her blue eyes look- 
ing straight ahead. Fingers stretching 
down at the sides of her skirt. 


*Don't know, Private? You must know. 
You've got them, сп? Major Bronner's 
hand came up and poked one of 
Rowena's khaki-green tits. 


‘B...boobs, Sir.’ 


‘Boobs, eh? And how big are they, 
Private Gittings? How big are these 
boobs?’ 


"Th-thirty seven. Inches. Sir.’ 


‘Thirty-seven? And what size cup, 
Private?’ 


“С Sir.’ The word popping out from the 
full pink lips, lightly lipsticked. 


‘C eh? Thirty-seven C. Not bad, Private 
Gittings. Not bad at all. Take your jacket 
off, will you? It’s warm in here, a girl 
doesn’t need her jacket on. And your 
cap.’ 


It is warm in Major Bronner's room but 
Rowena doesn't know that she wants to 
take. her jacket off. In fact she is sure she 
doesn't want to. But clearly...she has no 
choice. She removes her cap and then 
reluctantly unbuttons the jacket. 
Underneath is a plain white blouse tight 
over Rowena's impressive boobs. They 
are truly splendid, any girl would be pro- 
ud to have them...but they are evidently 
going to be a serious embarrassment, a 
liability. As Sergeant Smith has told 


Rowena. 


“At attention again then, Private. Stick 
them out. If you’ve got a pair like that 
you want to stick them out, don’t you?’ 


“Yes sir.’ Although Rowena Gittings 
wants exactly the opposite. Her tits, jut- 
ting firmly with her shoulders back, con- 
tained in a lightweight white bra, are in- 
deed something. Rowena stares desperate- 
ly straight ahead. Major Bronner is close 
in again...and his hand is at her right 
boob. Under it. Jiggling it. 


‘Excellent, Private Gittings. First Class. 
You must have been brought up on a 
highly nutritious diet to develop a pair 
like this. Meat and potatoes, eh? And I 
imagine milk. Lots of milk, eh?’ 


‘I...I suppose so, Sir." 


‘Yes. But this thing. This item of clothing 
under here. This brassiere. Thirty-seven C 
you say. I don’t know that you really 
need it, Private. They'll stick out quite 
nicely without it, don’t you ‚think? And it 
is very nice and snug in here.’ 


o 
No! He can't make her take her bra off. 
s NO! 


‘Eh, Private?’ Major Bronner's hand gives 
a jiggle to Rowena's left boob. 


‘No Sir. Please Sir. I...1 need it on, Sir.’ 
Rowena's voice has an edge of hysteria. 


‘You don’t need it on. Private Gittings. 
You need it off. Because I say you do. 
And if you're going to be working for me 
. what I say goes, doesn't it? Doesn't it, 
Private Big-Boobs Gittings?' Major Bron- 
ner's hand makes Rowena's boob wobble 
up and down. 


She has no option but to reply with a 
submissive 'Yes Sir." 


‘Good. Let's not be silly and say we can't 
then. Let's have it off. You can button up 
your blouse again afterwards. I want you 
in just the blouse. Good Heavens, young 
woman, it's not as if I was saying you 
had to be topless. Perhaps I should say 
that?’ 


No! Please God! Frantic-eyed, Rowena 
shakes her head...as her hands go to her 
blouse buttons. ‘Try and ignore it all," 
Sergeant Smith said earlier. ‘They will do 


their best to provoke you. To get an un- 
professional response. Make you cry, or 
scream — or refuse an order. That is 
what they want — and you must see they 
don't get it." 


That is all very well. Easy to say. Not at 
all...easy to do...but Rowena is doing it. 
Unbuttoning her blouse...as in her head 
the sickening thought comes that in order 
to take off her bra she iis going to have 
to first completely remove her blouse. 
Can't she refuse this? There must be 
something in Regulations about this: that 
an officer can't make you do this sort of 
thing. But another girl asked that — and 
Sergeant Smith had the answer. ‘Forget 
the Regs. You're up against a male con- 
spiracy. If you try complaining you'll 
either finish up in the glasshouse or kick- 
ed out — Dishonourable Discharge. Or 
worse.’ Worse? What could that possibly 
mean? But the situation is clear... 


Trying not to look at Major Bronner 
(though it is difficult, he is right in front 
of her, looming over her) Rowena has her 
blouse open...and is lipping it off. To get 
her bra off. Oh Jesus. Maybe she is going 
to wet herself. Her hands behind...at her 
bra strap. And then... 


They are big. They are magnificent. 
Creamy fipe melons, with big deep-red 
nipples...that are half erect. ‘Fantastic,’ 
breaths Major Bronner. ‘Just look at 
these...' But he isn't just looking. He is 
touching. His hands on them. 


‘Keep still, Private. At attention again. 
Your hands down...and stop squirming. 
What did they teach you in preliminary 
training? I'm...just checking here..." 


‘Just take it,’ Sergeant Smith said. ‘When 
they start something try and pretend it's 
not happening. Try and ignore it.' But 
how can you possibly do that? When 
you've been in Major Bronner's office less 
than five minutes and he has you with 
your jacket and bluse and bra off and has 
both hands on your nude boobs. Squeez- 
ing them. Groping them. ‘Just checking...’ 
he repeats. checking what? Checking 
Rowena's tits is probably the only 
answer. 


‘Right,’ Major Bronner says at last. Reluc- 
tantly, no doubt, taking his hands away. 
"Yes. Those will do very nicely. You're a 
very well-built young woman, Private. 
Yes. Well, you can put your blouse on 
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now. Yes..." 


That is at least some relief. Big nude jugs 
jouncing, Rowena grabs for her blouse. 
Fumbling her arms into the sleeves, pull- 
ing it on. Buttoning it over the splendid 
nude glands. Without the bra Rowena's 
boobs are clearly defined in the single 
tight, thin layer of blouse, her nipples 
especially sticking out. But at least she 
has some covering. Major Bronner makes 
s her stand to attention again. 


‘Good. You see, Private. You don't need 
that garment at all. They're sticking out 
very nicely without it, aren't they?’ 


"Yes sir,' she manages. Major Bronner's 
hand is there again. At her boobs. Jiggling 
them. Pinching a nipple. 


‘No. You certainly don't need that gar- 
ment at all. I am going to confiscate it. 
And I don't want to see you in one of 

those again. Is that understood?’ 


What can she say? ‘Yes Sir...No Sir.’ 


‘That is one thing, Private Gittings. now 
we want to consider something else. 
Keep at attention, Private. Yes. Knickers. 
I am talking about knickers. Are you 
wearing them?’ 


Is she wearing knickers? Oh Jesus. Nod- 
ding an affirmative. What now? 


‘And stockings I hope, Private. Proper 
nylons, with a suspender belt. Certainly 
not those revolting tights.’ 


‘No Sir. I have Sir. Nylons.’ Sergeant 
Smith said that. Nylons with a suspender 
belt had to be worn, tights were not 
allowed, not in uniform. Proper nylons 
were part of the uniform. ‘The reason 
naturally is that men don’t like tights,’ 
Sergeant Smith said. ‘They fancy girls in 
suspender belts." 


“You won't need the knickers,’ Major 
Bronner is now saying. 'Not needed in 
the office. Not in this warm temperature. 
More healthy without. We'll keep the 
nylons and suspender belt on of course. 
But you can take off the knickers, 
Private.’ 


+ . + 


‘How did it go then? With dear Major 
Bronner? Nice and friendly, was he?’ 


Rowena is in Sergeant Smith's little room. 
Invited in for a cup of tea. Sergeant 
Maureen Smith is a bit older, late twen- 
ties perhaps, a good-looking brunette. She 
flashes a wide-eyed grin at Rowena as she 
pours the tea. ‘Nice, was it, your first lit- 
tle get-together?’ 


Rowena can hardly bring herself to speak. 
About the unspeakable Major. She weakly 
shakes her head. 


"Too dreadful to repeat? I can imagine. 
Take your jacket off...Rowena.' 


Rowena swallows. Under her khaki jacket 
is her blouse but no bra. That is how she 
has come from Major Bronner. Equally, 
under the uniform skirt there are no 
knickers. Unspeakable Major Bronner has 
them. Sergeant Smith has brought over 
the two mugs of tea. She pats the front of 
Rowena's jacket. Pats one of her im- 
pressive boobs in fact. 


"Take it off, Rowena dear.' Maureen 
Smith's voice is softer, not at all like it 
was when she had the group of new girls 
together earlier. She has taken her own 
jacket off — to reveal a pleasantly slim 
shape. With a bra under her blouse, 
Rowena notes. She steps back, biting her 
lip. Only for Sergeant Smith to close in 
again. 


‘No need to be shy, Rowena. Not when 
it's just us two girls. You can relax...now 
you're away from that dreadful man. Let 
me...do it for you.' Her hands are at 
Rowena's buttons. ‘When it's just the two 
of us of course...you can call me 
Maureen..." 


What can Rowena do? Except acquiesce. 
And perhaps, if she's going to have Major 
Bronner all day long — and possibly 
others like him — perhaps at least it will 
be some relief. Not that Rowena Gittings 
has ever even considered it before. 
Anything like this. Which is Sergeant 
Smith — Maureen that is — now with the 
door locked, with Rowena's jacket un- 
done, and her blouse too, with her hot 
and eager mouth wetly at one of 
Rowena's ripe nipples. One hand is at the 
other and the other hand...is up Private 
Gitting's skirt. Right up at the hot and 
moist juncture of her thighs where of 
course there are no knickers, courtesy of 
Major Bronner. No impediment of any 
sort... 


Her mother gave her one of those 
famous withering looks 


Do you want to be a Majorette or nt” 
she spoke the words rather than asked 
a question. 


Yes, of course 1 do mum. But Lam 
twenty years old; not ten?" the attrac. 
tive young daughter reminded her 
mother in an exasperated tone 


'So her mother's eyes widened in sur- 
prise at what she considered à very 
Stupid and unnecessary statement. 


Well...you know Mr Han 
som. Һе well you know.. he thinks of 
all women ав. мой. as GIRLS. nd 
if they make mistakkes then Mr Han 
Som gets his strap out 


1 don't know what is coming over the 
younger generation these days," her 
mother said derisively. When I wasa. 
gir we EXPECTED to be punished if 


CAL 


NTERLUDE 


we misbehaved. It was all part of grow. 
ing up. 


Yes, Mum. but 1 am NOT a girl 
Sandra retore. 


Tosh,” her mother showed her 
contempt. 


‘Mum...Lam NOT a вій, Sandra tried 
to defend her dignity. 


Look her my girl. A woman is always 
a girl at heart. There will come a time 
When you will blatantly tll lies to cut 
Years off your age 


‘Alright mym. But I do not want to go 
into a situation now where Mr Hansom 
will make me well you know... make 
me take my panties down for a tann- 
ing, the lovely blonde blushed in anger 
and also the squirming distress that fil 

Sd her tummy 


"ок. ОК. lll tell him you're not in- 
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terested and we can give your majorene 
Uniform to Cynthia and she can ha 
the lessons, her mother told her, That 
was he one statement she knew would 
have her own daughter in a state of in- 
солы anger. The mention of Cynthia, 
the hated cousin having the glory light 
inthe big parade was suit gooding 
10 get Sandra in a more acceptable state 
ot mind 


‘Cynthia?..are you seriously sug 
gesting Cynthia take's the majorete s 
Place instead of me? Sandra was 
hast 


‘Certainly. You don't want to take 
lessons from Mr Hansom. But | know 
that Cynthia would nat give two hoots 

she'd be to grateful 
i him for taking the trouble 


That's., that’s not fai,” Sande angrily 
spat out. 


You can't have it both ways.” the 
mother told her 


‘Oh shit,” Sandra groaned. 


That's enough of that language your 
lady. Te won't be Mr Hansom who 
straps. your precious bonom,” her 
mother warned her 


Sorry,” Sandra reddened, She knew 
her other in onc of these moods! 


There was now one of hose “pregnant 
pauses 


Alright, Mum, 1.1 like to do the 
ning. Sandra told her mother. "Suit 
yourself,” her mother told her 
“unreasonably” Just so long as one 
member of the family is leading the 
parade 1 am beginning not to care 
Which one i is 


Mum,” Sandra smiled her very best 
winning smile, "You know you want 


“Yes, of course Ido, Look, Forget Mr 
Hanson s litle strange ways, He's one 
ofthe ld school but he is so very good 
at he disciplines that are necessary Гог 
a first class majorete, she sighed. 


Sandra was adamant that it would not 
be that bloody Cynthia! She would 
rather have her bottom skinned alive 
than Tet Cynthia be the one doing the 
‘well disciplined steps that would lead 
the big parade. Anyway. her cousin 
would probably enjoy having Mr Han 
Som strapping her bouom..ranly 


No we do not want the full uniform, 
Sandra,” Mr Hansom was being at his 
very teichiest 


'Oh.. hat should 1 come in? she 
E 


You will need your headgear, of 
course, We must make sure that all 
Your movements will nor dislodge your 
Пор gear. Oh yes.-panies, here 
followed a short jerky laugh. "You 
must have panties, Your ankle socks 
"ad the shoes you will be on parade 
With, And the upper garment. | think 
that should do it. Not worried about the 
Skin because that only comes halfway 
up your thighs and T want to be able 
10 study your leg movements, so think 
that should do. sce you tomorrow.” he 
hung up. 


Sandra stood beside her bed and studied 
the short outfit tht she would he wear 
ing when she went along to Mr Han: 
Som. Lond but there was not much of H! 


Except for the hat, she felt that she 
could quite easily hide the whole lot in 
a small envelope. Oh well: she knew 
She would suffer the hell of the damn- 
fed athe than let Cynthia have the spot 
Tight in the parade. Normally she would 
have encouraged Cynthia lo во along 


to Mr Hansom, but that cow would 
positively encourage the master of 
Musie to stripe her bum.. peculiar pr 
"hor Cynthia! How could a giri possibly 
thrust her bottom back so forcefully 

plead for the strap across her 

ind. Sandra remembered only some 
years before how Cynthia had insisted 
that Harold their other cousin lay i 
as hard as he liked when they wer 
Playing in the garden 


v was no doubt as far as Sandra 
was concerned: Cynthia must not be 
allowed to take the prime place in the 
big parade. And like all young ladies, 
once her mind was made up. Sandra 
Knew that she would be prepared to su 
fer hell and high water 10 attin the 
prized position 


Even as she walked up the lor 
to the old oak panelled door 

was beginning to feel he ters in her 
tummy. He's going to find every ex 
Suse to spank my bottom; 1 know he 
is. Mum doesn’t care so it will be no 
ne complaining to her. And it will er 
tainly dono good to plead with him not 
to do it. She had the Кей that the 
more she begged hiim not to, the more 
he would anyway. It would not be so 
bad if he just gave her sort of paternal 
Smacks, but she automatically and in 


tuitively knew that he would enjoy wat- 
ching her bottom move under the ad- 
ministration of a spanking. Or the 
strap. She had seen that terrible look- 
ing strap laying on top of his piano. 
What made it all worse, was the fact 
that the strap had been purposefully 
manufactured for the express reason to 
beat across young bottoms! How could 
anybody dream up a manufactured 
piece of leather for the express purpose 
of strapping it across a bare bottom? 
It was barbaric. Well, in her case it 
was! It would have been alright if he 
was bringing it down on that awful 


Cynthia’s bum because Cynthia was a 
peculiar type of another degree. She 
would positively plead with him to 
strap her...one of those masochists or 
whatever they are called. 


Anyway, Sandra knew without any self 
flattery that her bottom was much nicer 
than Cynthia’s. Harold had told her so 
when they played those games in the 
garden and it was her turn to have a 
twig brought down onto her fresh 
bloomed. cheeks. 


‘Come on Hansom, you bloody old 


slow-coach. I’m getting cold standing 
out here. I know you are in a hurry to 
get your hands on me,” she muttered 
under her breath. 


“Ah Sandra. How nice to see you,’ his 
smile was only with his mouth. His 
eyes were a steel blue that told her 
volumes that if she did not conform 
then her poor bum would most certain- 
ly suffer. 


And because he wanted to impress 
upon her the importance of doing her 
best, he gave her bottom a slight smack 


as she passed him. Sandra felt ind 
nant rage and embarrassment all at the 
same time as she deftly thrust her pelvis 
forward to escape the second smack. 


"Sod him, he's not going to have carte 
blanche freedom with my backside,” 
she resolutely told herself. 


‘Now Sandra let us have you in your 
uniform,’ he smiled ingratuously 


At least she was allowed privacy to 


redress herself and when she eventually 
peeped round the screen she followed 
her look by stepping into the room. 
One could hardly blame Mr Hansom 
for wanting to see this perfect states- 
que beauty in such a state of attire. She 
was a glorious beauty and a sheer 
delight on the eyes. Short tight panties, 
(they'd have to come off, he decided, ) 
à halter bra arrangement that was a 
uniformed piece of material with tassles 
hanging from the cups themselves and 
the tall majorette hat. Prim ankle socks 
with high heeled shoes. Yes, positive- 
ly delightful. 


He told her to stand on the circular 
stool and then he went to his piano. 


“It is all a matter of discipline 
Discipline in mind and discipline in 
body,’ he told her 


Here we go, she thought. He has not 
taken long to introduce the threat of the 
stinging strap. She was attractive in 
face and body, but she had all her 
faculties about her. Sandra was not 
stupid nor naive. The word discipline 
could only carry one sugges- 
tion...spanking. The gusset of the pan- 
ties were a bit tight and she constantly 
had to run her finger tips round the legs 
of the panties to ease it free of a tight 
grip it held on her thighs and into the 
soft vulva lips themselves. Not only 
that but the legs seemed to want to get 
between the crevice of her bum and this 
was making life decidedly uncomfor- 
table at the moment. 


‘Now what's the matter?” he snapped 
angrily after Sandra had slipped her 
fingers into her panty legs for the ump- 
teenth time. 


‘These are too tight,” she snapped back 
with equal fury. 


‘Don’t you get snappy with me young 
lady. There are plenty of girls ready 
to take your place,’ he reminded her. 


His words had the desired effect of 
making her realise that she would get 


nowhere if she upset him. He was the 
deciding factor as far as who led the 
parade and who did not. So far he had 
been content to accept Sandra as the 
most prominent, attractive and 
shapeliest girl to do the job. 


“In that case, we can slip them down,” 
he said. 


And as her eyes opened in amazement 
her panties were tugged in one sharp 
movement all the way down to just 
below her knees. She was so surpris- 
ed that she just stood there looking 
down at her resited panties! 


‘L...oh...please,” she gasped. 


As she leaned over to recover her pan- 
ties and her modesty, she felt a sting- 
ing spearing fire line buzz across her 
bottom. 


“Aaaaooower, she shot up straight 
again, her hands raced to the fire fill- 


ed cheeks of her bottom and despite the 
panties down below her knees, her feet 
danced frantically up and down mak- 
ing the panties situation even more 
precarious. 


The rythm is alright...I think you are 
moving your feet up and down much 
too fast, and you are not moving them 
high enough,” he smiled at his attempt 
of pulling her leg. 


*Oooh...that...that hurt,’ she angrily 
told him. 


‘Flea bite, my dear,’ he told her back 
uncompromisingly . 


‘Idon’t like it,” she said unnecessarily. 


“Then you must do nothing to earn fur- 
ther strokes,” he reasoned 


“Now. Hands together above your 
head,” he instructed. 
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Slowly, now fighting tears of outrage, 
Sandra reached up with both hands and 
this gave him a perfect view of the fluf- 
fy triangle of curly hairs that nestled 
in a thatch like nest at the juncture of 
her thighs. It was truly a picture of a 
shapely young woman having to forget 
her pride and dignity and accept the 
complete humiliation of having her 
body near naked before this 
authoritarian tyrant. 


He turned to the piano again. Mr Han- 
som was rather reluctant to take his 
eyes from the still like statue now stan- 
ding like a display piece on the circular 
dial. He would normally have been 
content to sit there looking at it all after- 
noon. Looking at it and touching it, of 
course. Touching it where his fancy 
took him. But soon she would be 
bewildered enough not to understand 
the reason he was feeling her wherever 
he liked. He knew he would have to 
‘hand-measure’ her breasts before she 
went out. She would probably get ex- 
cited, but that was all for the better. 


‘Now come on. Bags of ‘swank’ in 
your movements,” he told her. 


The piano tinkled out the martial music 
with his perfect tempo to guide the 
movements of her feet as they rose and 
fell, rose and fell. The panties were suf- 
fering the restrictions of her legs and 
the need to respond to gravity. 


‘No. No...Sandra...not good enough," 
the strap was in his hand. 


‘Please Mr Hansom,' she cried 
out...there was a swishing sound....a 
deadly swishing sound and then a really 
hard and loud whack... 


aagh...noooo,' her feet once again 
did some very unorthodox steps as the 
blistering heat on her bottom inten- 
sified. Then his hand was feeling her 
bottom. He had turned her round so 
that her bum was before him and he had 
eased her slightly over so that it was 
almost presenting itself properly for the 
strap in his hand. There was no thought 
of pleading with him not to do this. AII 
mental capabilities had been transfer- 
red to the heated strips across the bare 
cheeks of her bottom! 


‘I shall give you three for now," he 
warned. 


*Oh no. Please Mr Hansom. That's 
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monstrous,’ she gasped in misbelief 
that he could mean it. 


“Six,” he simply doubled the dose 
because she was arguing. ‘Апа I shall 
double it each time you argue,” he gave 
her further warning. 


"That's not fair...I can't take six of the 
strap,' she choked in an anguished 
voice. 


‘Twelve,’ he said the word simply as 
though he were prepared to go on 
doubling the figure all night long if 
need be. 


‘I...’ whatever Sandra was going to say 
was quickly swallowed in her 
throat...two twelves are twenty 
four...and double that...??? She turn- 
ed her back to him and when he told 
her to bend right over, she slowly 
obeyed the command. It was not just 
the tawsing that was worrying her 
either. It was the complete helplessness 
that she felt as her naked bottom was 
being made rounder and rounder for the 
sole purpose of getting a strap across it! 


And of course, there was his hand 
again at work, stroking and feeling the 
whole area of the rounded orbs and 
making her feel stupidly childish. It 
was diabolical that he could keep her 
bending like this as he felt and played 
with the cheeks of her arse. And her 
thighs too. He was stroking his palm 
freely up and down having a really 
good free feel of them. Each time his 
finger tips came up to the crease bet- 
ween bottom and thighs, she thought 
he was going to touch her very personal 
parts and she even choked on several 
Occasions as they came perilously near 
to proving her right! 


*Back with your bottom my dear...right 
back or else I shall think you are argu- 
ing again,' he told her. 


She bit her tongue on a retort she 
thought she was going to make...and 
he was gratified to see the delightful 
buttocks actually make an effort to in- 
crease the symetrical round- 
ness...delicious, he thought, positive- 
ly delicious to have such perfect cheeks 
properly rounded and bared for what 
they deserved! 


Swiiisssh...the sound was a curt inva- 
sion on the silence of the room. The 
loud thwack was like a pistol shot. 


“Nnnnooowwww, her voice seemed to 
explode from her mouth. 
"Yeeeooowwww,' she emphasised her 
protesting yell with another complain- 
ing yelp as her body responded in the 
most obvious manner. It shot upright 
and her hands flew once again to hold 
the cheeks of her backside as the sear- 
ing flash of fire burned across the orbs 
themselves. She would never have 
believed that a bottom could be so 
fiercely heated. Then she was yelling 
again...the backs of her rubbing fingers 
had taken the following swishing stroke 
and that t00 was what she did not want. 
Her hands came round to her mouth as 
she tried to ease the sting from them 
by pushing her lips against her 
knuckles..then there was that terrible 
pre warning swish...the thought that 
came into her mind that she should 
move out of the way, came much too 
late! She had not realised that she had 
leaned over again and then the fur- 
therance of excrutiating heat throbbed 
across her bottom. 


“Ywwww...owwwww...’ she wi 
tering the sounds of a girl who i. 
fering the pain of a beaten bottom. It 
was intended for no other reason. 


Mr Hansom was quite pleased with her 
performance so far. He had seen a few 
bums wriggling and prancing about 
under the direction of the punishing 
strap...but this was a superb piece of 
pulchitrude that seemed to have a 
perfect rythm all of its own. And he 
was a past master regarding rythm and 
movement 


But he was a man of his word. Despite 
the imploring tones, the heart felt 
pleading from the shapely young miss, 
her backside was given the full 
measured dose of twelve. Sandra was 
sure that she would never be able to 
take so many strokes...her bottom was 
a throbbing heated blister of a fire ball 
of shock-pain. 


She was not so sure that she even 
wanted to put her hands on it. It was 
too tender to the touch but she 
discovered that by thrusting her bottom 
from side to side, and then making it 
go round and round in circular motions 
as well as thrusting it backwards and 
forwards, then this seemed to help 
soothe the whole rounded and redden- 
ed area. It was not so much that she 
was making it perform so perfectly; 
rather the pelvis seemed to have taken 


on a routing pattern of its own making! 


‘Same time next week?’ he smiled 
sweetly. 


She nodded. It had been an hour since 
the thrashing. 


‘If you change your mind, then Cyn- 
thia will be delighted to take your 
place,” he gave her a smile that spoke 
volumes. 


“L.PII be here Mr Hansom,’ she said 
demurely. 


“There...not too tender now is it." 


She chewed her lips stoically as his 
hands held both cheeks of her bare 
bum. There was no argument now. 


‘Is it nice having me rub it all better?” 
he smiled even wider. 


*Y...yes, Mr Hansom,’ she was 
positively ashamed of herself for her 
cowardice because she dare not say 
otherwise and to have to stand here like 
this with him squeezing and stroking 
her bottom as he placed his arms round 


her was the purest form of ignomony. 


“And perhaps next week, I shall be able 
to soothe you somewhere else,” his 
eyes dared her to argue. 


*Y...yes, Mr Hansom,’ her small voice 
agreed. 


“Good. Now just go and dress my 
dear.” 


She hastily dressed in her outdoor 
clothes and scuttled back to the front 
door. 


‘Now don't worry. You are going to 
prove a really first class majorette...the 
best we have ever had... just a few more 
exercises and then I think we shall have 
a perfect parade.” 


Thank heaven he did not attempt to 
stroke her bottom again...the pain had 
receeded now to a slightly steady 
throb... 


Oh Sandra, he said as she went 
through the door. 


"Mr Hansom?” her soft blue eyes look- 
ed back at him 


‘I don't think we shall need those tight 
fitting panties next week. I shall get you 
some new ones by the time the parade 
is to take place. And if you are prac- 
tising without the panties we may just 
as well leave the brassiere off too,” he 
said. 


"Yes...yes, Mr Hansom,’ she sighed 
and blushed at the same time. 


"How did it go?" her mother asked 
"Alright. He is quite pleased with me 
I think," Sandra continued walking up 
the stairs. 


She studied her blushing face in the 
bathroom mirror...would she ever lose 
those blushes she wondered. 


"Ah yes...much better, Sandra,’ he 
complimented the nude young woman. 
She raised her knees higher and 
higher...she turned and she held her 
arms above her head...even as he held 
his hand between her legs so that the 
lips of her soft area moved on his palm 
each time her thighs raised she felt the 
heat of added caressing sex 


“Move your hips backwards and 
forwards.” 


As he clutched her in her vulva so she 
managed to make the desired move- 
ment so that instead of his palm strok- 
ing her there, she was manipulating the 
whole act of rubbing her pussy on his 
hand! 


"That is nice...harder...harder,' he 
insisted. 


And he proved himself the past master. 
because before long he needed to give 
her no further instruction on how fast 
to move her pelvis in the pistoniong 
movement...she was making all the 
speed herself and she was pressing 
herself into even speedier 
movements... 
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DELAYED ACTION 


Cindy Carpenter ran up the staircase, along 
the landing and into the bedroom, slamm- 
ing the door behind her. ‘He'll kill me. 
He'll bloody well kill me.' Her cousin Man- 
dy, sat beside her on the bed, wrapping a 
consoling arm around her shoulder. There 
was little true consolation to offer. Mandy 
knew what his reaction would be. 'Alright. 
Calm down. At least we've got some time. 
He won't be back 'til tomorrow.' Cindy 
stood up, staring through the window, 
down on to the garage forecourt below. 
‘And George Barton saw me do it, Mandy. 
He bloody well saw me.' Both girls watch- 
ed, their hands seeking each other's com- 
forting grasp, as Barton walked slowly 
around the BMW parked clumsily below, 
paying great attention to thi bstantial 
dent along the off-side door panels and 
front wing. Blatent disobedience. That's 
how Sir Charles would see it. Not just the 
major damage to his finest vehicle, but bla- 
tent disobedience as well, after he had 
clearly banned the firls from even touching 
the car. He would be returning in the mor- 
ning. He would be told the whole story. 
Mandy and Cindy were well aware that 
Barton would leave no stone unturned, no 
detail unobserved. 


They sat down on their respective beds, 
each girl staring blankly at the carpet. 
"When does he get back?' Mandy tried to 
remember what Sir Charles had said. "After 
tea.' Cindy brushed the hair from her eyes, 
an idea forming in her mind. 'Could we get 
it mended by then?' Her cousin shook her 
head, in an expression of near despair. 
‘How the hell do we do that? You've 
done...well, hundreds of pounds of 
damage. Hundreds of pounds. Perhaps 
thousands. Where do we find that sort of 
money? And how do we get the car to the 
garage and back without Barton seeing?’ 
Cindy agreed. It was quite impossible. She 
pulled off her blouse and bra, took off her 
jeans and pants, and slipped under the 
warm steaming shower. 'Barton is the pro- 
blem, Mandy.' The other girl agreed. She 
drew up her legs, and relaxed on top of the 
bed covers. ‘If only we could get rid of 
Barton..." 


She watched as her friend enjoyed the gen- 
tle touch of the warm shower, the rich 
soapy lather running down her smooth skin 
in rich rivulets of scent. And as Cindy 
massaged the smooth soap over the curves 
of her bottom, the germ of a plan began to 
grow in Mandy's mind. It was not so much 
a matter of getting rid of Barton; just a case 
of keeping him happy. Making sure he 
wouldn't tell Sir Charles about the car. Im- 


pulsively, Mandy quickly stripped off, and 
slipped beneath the shower, next to her 
friend. She began to allow her thoughts to 
have a voice, letting the plan take shape as 
she explained her thinking to Cindy. It 
might work. It was worth the risk. 


Down in the lounge, having seen Barton 
leave for the gate-house an hour or so 
before, the two girls stretched out in front 
of the flickering fire. Cindy turned over, ly- 
ing face down upon the thick bath towel, 
her head turned away from the flames so 
that her hair would dry. Looking again at 
her friend's beautifully curved bottom, 
Mandy knew it would work. She reached 
out her hand and patted one upturned bot- 
tom cheek. 'One way or another, this pret- 
ty little bottom of yours is going to get 
tanned.' She even allowed herself a quiet 
giggle. 'And I don't mean in front of the 
fire, either.' Her friend was still a little con- 
cerned about Barton's reaction. 'But what if 
he...if he gets carried away?' She could still 
remember, only too clearly, what one 
previous butler had done to her poor bot- 
tom. Not even her closest friend and con- 
fidante knew about that occasion, when a 
particularly large and painful hairbrush had 
been brought into use, whilst she had been 
held down across his knee. Minus her 
knickers, of course. There was every 
likelihood, Cindy felt, that Barton could get 
carried away. 


Mandy disagreed. ‘Nonsense. The stupid 
man's probably never seen a naked woman. 
All he'll want to do is smack your bottom a 
few times. That's what all those randy old 
men want. Haven't you seen them, eyes 
watching your bottom as you walk through 
town?' Cindy had certainly noticed them, 
having often felt that her bottom must be 
something rather special, considering the 
attention paid to it by various members of 
the male sex. Some men, it seemed, to vir- 
tually burn the knickers off your backside, 
the way they looked at you. Sir Charles, of 
course, was very different. He punished. 
Whether he 'enjoyed' his responsibilities 
was not for Cindy or Mandy to say. But 
when Sir Charles took a girl's knickers 
down, it was for punishment. No mere 
hand smacking. It was always very much 
more painful. Looking at the situation 
logically, there was really no choice to 
make. A simple smacking from old Barton, 
no doubt over-awed by having a pretty 
young female take her knickers down, right 
in front of him. Or a really sound thrashing 
at the experienced hands of Sir Charles. 


The proposals were put to Barton in the 


morning, just after breakfast. It was a most 
embarrassing experience with each girl col- 
ouring up profusely as they tried to explain 
their offer to the old man. ‘So you want 
me to get the BMW mended. And if I do, 
you'll let me...smack your bottom?’ Cindy 
nodded, wishing she had. never suggested 
the possibility. Barton was silent for a 
while. ‘And you think I would actually 
WANT to smack your bottom? That I 
would actually ENJOY smacking your bot- 
tom?’ Mandy thought she ought to nod. 
Cindy, on the other hand, though it best to 
shake her head. Barton thought for a while, 
the silence was almost electric. ‘I get it. 
You agree you've misbehaved. You agree 
you ought to be punished. And you prefer 
it if I do it, rather than Sir Charles?’ Mandy 
decided to be honest with the butler. ‘Yes. 
That's it. Look. We've both been rather sil- 
ly. So we admit it. You can punish us. And 
if you can get Sir Charles' car sorted out, 
the whole incident can be forgotten. Save 
troubling Sir Charles...’ There was yet 
another long silence as Barton paced the 
Breakfast Room, staring at the two young 
women, still dressed in just their dressing 
gowns. He finally broke the tenseness of 
the moment. ‘Alright. ГП punish you. Just 
as you've asked me too. And I won't say 
another word to Sir Charles.’ 


Mandy felt relieved. Cindy felt very wor- 
ried, concerned that it was her bottom 
which was about to suffer. The butler, 
however, had a few additional ground-rules 
to establish. ‘As you admit to being 
an...er...accomplice regarding the damage 
to the car...’ Mandy should have expected 
the following proposal. ‘It is only right and 
proper that you should have your bottom 
smacked as well. Isn’t it?’ Naturally, but 
totally unwillingly, Mandy had to agree. 
‘Right. That's settled then.’ The two girls 
turned to leave. ‘Ah...not so fast, please...’ 
Barton called them back. ‘There is no time 
like the present.’ He was drawing a chair 
from the breakfast table, sitting down. Pat- 
ting his knee. ‘Who will be first?’ 


Mandy and Cindy stood bolt upright. Now 
that it was really happening, their plan 
didn’t seem quite so attractive, Barton real- 
ly seemed to be relishing his part, his 
responsibility to apply punishment in Sir 
Charles’ stead. It suddenly occurred to 
young Mandy that her friend might well be 
right. Barton might just have tanned a few 
bottoms in his past. He certainly seemed to 
be looking forward to the session that was 
imminent. His hand continued to pat his 
knee. ‘Mandy. Come here.’ She was lifted 
across his knee. Dressing gown folded 
back, little pants tugged down to her 
ankles. His hard dry hand placed across her 
warm soft bottom flesh. And then the 
smacking commenced. Mandy, held tightly, 
face down and bottom up, bouncing 
backwards and forwards and kicking her 
pretty legs as he smacked her. Firm broad 


dry hand smacking down across soft female 
bottom flesh, and young Mandy suddenly 
realising that she had made a mistake. Tell- 
ing herself she must be brave. Trying not to 
feel the smacks as they landed across her 
bared bottom. Telling herself that it was 
worth it really. That it was just a childish 
bottom-smacking. It wasn't really hurting. 
Just a warm rosy glow across her tanned 
cheeks. Nothing to get worried about. Just 
Barton smacking the hell out of her rear- 
end. Mandy, trying to convince herself that 
it was bound to sting a little...then she 
realised she was yelling her pretty head off. 


Cindy followed Mandy, promptly and 
unceremoniously. Dressing gown removed. 
Little baby-doll pyjamas hoisted high, 
trouser bottoms completely removed. 
Smooth, peach-soft flesh, gently curved, 
waiting to be punished. Barton's big broad 
hand applied with incredible force. Cindy 
gasping as she feels his hand and the ac- 
companying sting, springing üp all over her 
smacked bottom cheeks. Smack after 
smack, Cindy jerking backwards and for- 
wards across his knee, legs waving about, 
everything on display...and a very high- 
pitched girlish wail of surprised protest. 


Two pretty and well-punished bottoms, 
side by side. Nighties and pyjama jackets 
removed. Knickers discarded. Two big, 
grown-up girls standing, hands on head, 
tears still in corners of eyes, and very crim- 
son rashes across their bare bottoms. Bar- 
ton sitting at the breakfast table, pouring 
coffee. ‘Right, young ladies. The deal is 
оп.” He smiles, very slightly. ‘I'll take the 
BMW into the garage straight after my 
breakfast. Should be back by this after- 
noon.' Mandy and Cindy, still smarting, but 
beginning to feel relieved. 'And I will say 
nothing more to Sir Charles about this inci- 
dent.' Mandy nearly smiled. Cindy glanced 
at her friend, finally believing that the 
smacking had been worth it. After all, if Sir 
Charles had known about their silly expedi- 
tion in his prized motor? Both girls would 
shudder, every time they thought about Sir 
Charles, and what he did with a long thin 
cane, across vulnerable girls' bare bottom 
cheeks. After the punishment, there was 
relief. Mandy put her arms around Cindy's 
neck. Two naked girls, holding each other, 
their respective bottoms burning bright 
crimson from Barton's punishment. Cindy 
laughed aloud in relief. 'Alright. It's a 
deal...and sod old Sir Charles...' 


The door opened. A tall, impressive-looking 
man entered. Barton stood up and cleared 
his throat. ‘Just one thing, young ladies...’ 
Cindy and Mandy almost collapsed with 
shock. 'Sir Charles got back early. Arrived 
late last night. Saw the BMW at the front.’ 
He saw Cindy drop her hands to massage 
her reddened bottom. 'A bargain's a 
bargain. I won't say another word to Sir 


Charles..." 
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MORNING 
WORK-OUT 


Continued from Page 17 


motion Mr Fosling’s hands go to the 
hem of the tee-top and slide it up, to 
bare Charlene’s boobs. With the top 
hoisted above her pert boobs he takes 
hold of the now fully erect nipples 
again. Squeezing them. “Yes, no doubt 
about it.’ 


He lets go. ‘But we mustn’t allow 
ourselves to be diverted, must we? Or 
Mr Pinfield, not to mention darling 
Valerie, will be wondering where we 
are. Yes, wear the heels, dear, and 
carry the trainers.’ Charlene is pulling 
down the top. She goes off, to get her 
coat and trainers. 


Inevitably they are a bit late when they 
get to Mr Pinfield’s, what with one 
thing and another. ‘Not to worry,” 
George says as he pulls up in the 
driveway. ‘You'd better come in and 
say hello to Mr Pinfield. He'll expect 
that.’ He opens Charlene's coat to give 
her bare thigh a squeeze. 


Valerie is ready and waiting, similar- 
Ту dressed to Charlene in a coat with 
knickers and top underneath. She has 
long white knee-socks rather than 
ankle-socks but similar black high- 
heeled shoes. She is perhaps an inch 
taller than Charlene, another pretty 
brunette, her hair shoulder-length. She 
is waiting in the hall behind Harold Pin- 
field when that gentleman opens the 
door. He is taller than George Fosling, 
ofa similar age, with hair and without 
the spectacles; in grey jersey and 
sllacks as opposed to George's sporty 
outfit. George has made no apologies 
and is grabbing Valerie; to embrace her 
and give her one of those full-tongue 
kisses he has recently placed on — and 
in — his own Charlene's soft-lipped 
mouth. Harold has at the same time 
gone to Charlene, to greet her likewise. 


Breaking his mouth away, Harold Pin- 
field asks if his visitor would like cof- 
fee. He has oen hand inside Charlene's 
coat and is stroking her thighs. George 
and Harold are very close friends and 
it is virtually a case of what's mine is 
yours. George says no, thanks all the 
same. But they had better get on out. 
Otherwise he won't be able to give the 
girls a decent work-out before lunch. 
Harold seems a mite regretful at this. 


His hand is now stroking the crotch of 
Charlene’s tight knickers. But of course 
he accepts that the girls must have their 
daily work-out Regretfully 
nonetheless, he lets go. It is a great 
idea, this scheme whereby they each 
take both girls on alternate days so that 
each also has alternate days to himself 
to get on with work (they are both 
writers). Because if you have a girl in 
the house she is a big distraction and 
it is all too easy to spend all day mess- 
ing about with her and get absolutely 
no work done. Harold Pinfield will be 
able to get on at his typewriter now. 
Except that he is standing there look- 
ing wistfully at George’s car disappear- 
ing down the driveway, thinking only 
of the twin delights of Charlene and 
Valerie. 


The two girls are in the back. Conver- 
sing in girlish whispers. Valerie knows 
they are going to the gym and not on 
the common. Her feelings mirror those 
of Charlene: i.e. it is not a nice day, 
with the rain now spattering against the 
car’s windows; but given a free choice 
the gym would not be what you would 
pick. Not given that it’s Mr Barlot's 
gym and it's ten to one Mr Barlot will 
be there and will want what he always 
wants 


‘What're you two girls whispering 
about? Mr Fosling asks over his 
shoulder. ‘Some dreadful secret?" 


‘Oh no,’ says Valerie, meeting his eye 
in the mirror. ‘Nothing like that. We 
wouldn't.’ She can afford to be pert, 
cheeky almost, with Mr Fosling, more 
than she would with her own Mr Pin- 
field. Mr Fosling will be more lenient, 
in the same way that Harold Pinfield 
will be with Charlene. ‘We were talk- 
ing about awful Mr Barlot,’ Valerie 
continues. ‘I spose he'll be there." 


‘Should think so,” says George 
“What's the matter: don't you like a 
nice relaxing massage after a hard 
work-out?’ 


“Ко, Valerie says. ‘Not that sort." 


"Maybe I should give you one myself? 
Would that be better?" 


Valerie doesn't answer. Her eyes brief- 
ly meet George's again. 


At the gym the parking lot is mostly 
empty. Perhaps, Charlene thinks, Mr 
Barlot isn't there — but Valerie points 
to a shiny black Mercedes. ‘How do 
you know?' Charlene breaths in a half 
whisper. “Because I do,' is Charlene's 


answer. And he is, talking to the recep- 
tionist in Reception when they go in. 
Mr Barlot is Mr Fosling’s height and 
dark, like an Italian or Greek. He grins 
when he seems them. Coming over to 
shake Mr Fosling’s hand...and then 
playfully grabs at the two girls. He con- 
firms that there aren’t many people in. 


“Gentlemen must be staying at home 
with their girls in this sort of weather,” 
he says to Valerie, helping her off with 
her coat. ‘So it’s really good to see you 
lovely girls. And we haven't seen you 
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for quite a while.” His hand takes hold 
of Valerie’s crotch. Gasping, she 
pushes it away...although the hand is 
very reluctant to go away. He laughs, 
and turns to George. ‘I'll see them later 
then, Mr Fosling. A nice massage. 
Make sure you work them really hard 
now!" 


Mr Barlot says they can use the main 
gym and it'll probably be empty. He 
takes the girls’ coats, to hand to the 
receptionist, then briefly grabs at both 
navy-blue-knickered bottoms. He and 


Mr Fosling laugh. 


The main gym is empty. It is a very 
large room, seeming a bit like an 
aeroplane hanger with no one else in 
it. There are wall bars at one end, some 
mats and a couple of vaulting horses 
— and a wide expanse of shiny- 
lacquered wood floor. The two pairs 
of trainers are placed by one of the 
horses. The trainers will be needed for 
running but it is possible to do some 
other exercises, bending and stretching, 
physical jerks, in the high heels. So 


ET TEE PF нет 


George Fosling will start with those. 
Both he and his friend Harold are very 
keen on high heels and like to make the 
girls exercise in them as far as posi 
ble. They don't make the exercises any 
casero course, itis easy to lose your 
Palance and topple over. But, George 
or Harold would say, exercises are sup- 
posed to be difficult, There is a cane 
Conveniently leaning against the 
vaulting horse. George picks it up, in 
his left hand. With his right he squeezes 
a handful of Valerie's bottom. 


“All set are we, Valeri darling? Go- 
ing to give one hundred per cent? Or 
even one hundred and fly?" 


Valerie groans. George squeezes 
another handful. "Because if we don't 
Wwe know what we have to spur us on, 
don't we?" Valerie groans apain. Tha 
cane. Which Mr Fosling will certain 
ly be happy to use. He may take pert 
Tine remarks from her, he may in fact 
fancy her in an extra way (she thinks), 
but none of that will deter him from 
whipping that cane into her bottom. 
Valerie knows that from experience 
She forces a weak smile. What withthe 
immediate prospect of the cane, and 
later on the aggressive (and invasive) 
hands of Mr Barlo 


They are made to start. Standing side 
by side with legs wide apart. Bending 
to touch the Noor, stretching deep let 
and then right. Producing aches in 
places you were not aware existe. 
Down on their backs on the flor, eye- 
ing their legs in the air. More deep 
bends. High kicking. Valerie falls over 
in attempting one especially high kick. 
‘Tumbling on her back on the floor. Mr 
Fosling cuts the cane in across her 
thigh, Not hard — but certainly not 
completely painless either. Valerie 
yes 


Tm not sure how hard either of you 
is working," he says. This may be iue 
‘or it may simply be that he feels like 
abi of action. “Charlene, make a horse 
Tor Valerie. We'll give dear Valerie a 
taste first 


Charlene has to take Valeri on her 
back, her own legs wide-spread for 
Support and hoisting her up. "Making. 
a horse So that Valerie can be “hors- 
су. Mr Fosling tugs her knickers down 
to bare her bottom. In this position of 
course Valerie's bottom is nicely thrust 


fut. In an excellent position for the 
cane. This is the manner in which girls 
‘were caned in Victorian times and it 
iS sulis as far as George Fosling icon- 
cerned, an excellent one. "Hold still, 
he tells Charlene. Charlene is teeter- 


ing a bit in her high heels and with 
Valeri full weight on her back. She's 
not going to collapse Па on her face, 
IS she? For the moment at least 
Charlene seems to have achieved a er 
tain unsteady balance. Valeri is mak- 
ing litle mewling sounds of alarm. 


THWAPPI 


‘Oh my word! And clearly with reason! 
Удепс mewling goes into sudden 
overdrive: а frantic screech, As the 
Sanc cuts in. Mr Fosling may fancy her 
but clearly that does not preclude him 
delivering a stiff caning. He has fairly 
Zipped it in. Charlene braces herself 10 
Stay upright under the no longer dead 
‘weight of Valerie. Its suddenly a very 
much live weight. Valerie's bottom in 
particular of course, quivering and 
lnching in desperation. George Fos 
ing, perhaps fearing an imminent col 
oe, i taking a quick second aim. 


THWATTT! 


‘A second very telling stroke, squarely 
across the cresting curves of these 
Splendid buttocks, The sereoc busting 
Torth again, rising like a sirens w 

demonstrating anew that Valerie's 
ungs at least are in excellent shape 
Poor Charlene is definitely tering 
now. George Fosling gets rapidly set 


again, arcing Вас cane. and is 
abie to landa tid... WAPPP!, just 
as Charlene does collapse and both giris 
descend in а heap to the floor. 


Mr Fosling surveys them silently for 
а moment. Charlene with her knickers 
tp, Valerie with hers down and three 
red stripes athwart hor bared buttocks 
the two girs tangled together, strug- 
‘ling weakly and making varied sounds 
Of distress. After some silent seconds 
he says “Get up. They are in fact 
already attempting to do this. Mr Fos 
ing reaches down to lend a hand, haul- 
ing om this and that. The two girls 
struggle to their feet. 


“Not a very good show, Charlene, Mr 
Fosling says, smacking that young 
lady's thigh. "Though T will accept that 
Valerie was not making it any easier 
wii al vhat writhing about.” He grabs 
Valerie and pulls her to him. "Were 
you, Valerie darling?" 


Valerie darling cannot think very far 
beyond her bottom. Which is sil red 
hot. Mr Fosling now has his arms 
round her. One hand slides down to the 
fiery moons. Valerie lets out a shud- 
dering wail. Perhaps her distressed 
State strikes a sensitive nerve in George 
Fosling — or a sensitive something (i 
that a Sensitive something making is 


presence felt in the region of Valerie's 
Broin?) At any rate he seizes on her of 
mouth With his own. imparting another 
of those enthusiastic and greedy kisses. 
His tongue slides in. Valerie is not in 
much of a state for clarity of though 
but some instinct tells her that a show 
‘of co-operation at this point would be 
no bad thing — because Mr Fosling 
could easily start caning again. She 
therefore sucks with apparent en- 
thusiasm on the invading tongue. 


Charlene stands watching — and 
waiting. Unless Mr Fosling has chang- 
d his mind, or forgotten, t will be her 
own tum next to be up on Valerie's 
back. With her knickers down and that 
dreadful cane, the thought, and look- 
ing at those red stripes on Valerie's bot- 
tom, brings Charlene out in a cold 
sweat, Look at those stripes, which 
now can be seen more clearly because 
Mr Fosling has let go of Valerie: her 
bottom, and all the res 


Your turn now to make а horse for 
Charlene, Valerie. 


Valerie protests wildly that she can't 
Not at this moment. She will simply 
collapse. Charlene half expects Mr 
Fosling to give her another one with 
the сапе and tell her to do it, But he 
doesn't. Kall depends what mood he's 
in. He instead gives her one of those 
Jooks, and gives Charlene one to, then 
says she can make a horse for Charlene 
later. They can Star some running 
now. For this of course they are going 
to have to put their trainers on, there 
is no way you can run in high heels 
And also, Mr Fosling says, they can 
take their knickers off too. Valerie s 
Which are stil at alf mast, Charlene 
Which are not. Both of them off. 


At least, Charlene thinks, she has 
off of the horsing — or anyway del 
itand he may hen forget. But Charlene 
does not have long to enjoy this plea. 
Sant thought. As Mr Fosling grabs her 


We mustn't forge: dear Charlene com- 
pletely, though. Must we? 


His hands go over her for a bit of grop- 
ing — caning does wen to ge Mr Fos 

ing going, or it could simply be hav 

ing both girls for his pleasure. He 
‘ropes. and then he is reaching for the 
‘cane. "Sand still daring." Charlene is 
told. Mr Fosling в holding one arm. 

She of course has her knickers off now 

"Stand quite still and let the dog see the 
rabbit 


THWAPPP!. 


Auaagghhhh..." Charlene is perfor- 


ming a desperate dervish-like dance. 
The dance iin particular involves wild 
gyrations of her stung bottom. 


"That's more like it. Eh? Warm you up 
a bit?’ And in comes Ше cane again. 
THWATT! 


* * * 


‘So how are we?’ Mr Fosling asks. 
“Valerie darling. Feeling nice and fit 
now?” 


Valerie darling shakes her head weak- 
Ту. They are in the changing room, just 
herself and Mr Fosling. Charlene has 
gone in with Mr Barlot. (“Take your 
time, no hurry,’ Mr Fosling advised). 
So Charlene is with Mr Barlot in his 
room. Lying on that table no doubt. on 
her back with nothing on — well, apart 
from her socks probably — and getting 
one of those awful massages. While 


Valerie is here with Mr Fosling in the 
changing room. She is in just her top 
and socks. Mr Fosling has pulled the 
top up to uncover Valerie’s delightful 
boobs. They maybe don’t have quite 
such sticking-out nipples as Charlene’s 
but they are really super ones just the 
same: high and firm. These boobs and 
all the rest of Valerie are at present 
glowing pinkly and all of her is also 
covered with a light sheen of perspira- 
tion. She and Charles have been put 
through their paces and have not yet 
had their showers. 


‘Fit or not fit?’ says Mr Fosling grab- 
bing Valerie. Is there a certain extra 
gleam in his eyes? Valerie moans. She 
would do almost anything not to have 
to go in with mr Barlot. Just for once. 
Mr Fosling’s tongue pushes in her 
mouth and she sucks co-operatively on 
it. If Mr Fosling said he didn’t want 
her to have a massage...not today... 


The greedy kiss stops. ‘I don’t want...” 
she whispers. ‘Mr Barlot...Please...” 


Valerie rubs herself against Mr Fosl- 
ing. Rubs her hips against what is down 
there, like a live creature, a ferret or 
something... 


‘No?’ queries George Fosling. 


‘No...please...’ Valerie puts her soft 
mouth forward for another kiss. And 
one hand slides down. To push between 
them. Well, to make quite clear where 
she stands on this. If not perhaps 
anything then certainly almost 
anything. Taking hold of it. That ferre- 
ty thing. Through the white flannels. 
And then letting herself slide down as 
if her knees have given way. Down un- 
til her knees are in contact with the 
floor. And her face is about at the level 
where her hands are now...work- 
ing...at Mr Fosling’s.. 
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LETTERS 


Dear Editor, 


I know you cannot possibly please 
all tastes, but I do enjoy the stories 
and letters that get into the nitty 
gritty business of bringing a young 
lady to the full realisation of shame 
by making her really obeisent and 
also by letting her know she has no 
recourse whatsoever except to be 
explicitly obedient to whoever is 
holding the cane or tawse. 


The realisation of this happened 
when my son married a rather 
delightful young lady and I could 
sense that there would be trouble 
in the marital setting before too 
long. She is one of those 
youngsters that is truly attractive 
and a little bit flirty too. 


My son is a docker and is a hard 
working youngster but with 
Patricia, I could see he was going 
to have problems. I was right too. 
What I did not realise about my 
own flesh and blood is that he was 
no softy as far as she was concern- 
ed. He caught her out and I sup- 
pose they had been married for 
some twelve months, probably a 
little longer. When she started her 
eye balling of another bloke down 
the local that night, Harry, my son 
saw what was going on and this 
other bloke was actually stroking 
her legs under the table where we 
were sitting. Harry as I say, is 
nobody’s fool and he can look after 
himself. It figures that the bloke 
with wandering hands had 
something else to rub after a short 
while. His nose and eye. 


And Patricia discovered another 
use for her arse too! As soon as we 
got home, instead of going into a 
blazing row, Harry grabbed hold 
of the woman he had married and 
before my very eyes, I saw her 
shapely backside, bared as you like 
and his hand coming down like a 
speedy working piston. 


He didn’t half give her a larraping. 
Her backside went into all shapes 
and writhing about, but he did not 
stop until his own horny hand had 
got too painful for him to continue. 


Of course she was threatening him 
with every kind of retribution you 
can lay your tongue to, but the 
whole thing that emerged from this 


one evening’s walloping was that 
forever after that she couldn’t do 
enough for him! They seemed to 
grow closer and closer together. 
Strange things women aren’t they. 


Tom. M, Poplar 


Editor: Yes Tom, they are. Thank 
God. And we love them all because 
of it! 

Dear Editor, 


The quality of Blushes seems to 
fluctuate quite widely — or should 
I say it goes in and out of con- 
fluence with my taste. Basically an 
issue either words or fails (there is 
no middle ground) depending on 
whether you finish the issue with 
a stiff cock or not. Things are on 
the up at present, one way and 
another! 


As to what I like, I think if I say 
I'm a hard-liner that should be 
enough. Severity in punishment 
leading to pain and humiliation for 
the girl, with no crumb of comfort 
at the close of the story — this is 
the stuff my dreams are made of. 
Other opinions differ, I know, and 
you have to judge by your instinct 
backed up by the views expressed 
in letters what best sells the 
magazine. For what it’s worth you 
have my thoughts — all ГП add is 
that there are any number of 
magazines for the fans of milder 
stuff. 


But Г like to mention a few details 
which I think might have more 
universal appeal. They relate to the 
photographs. I’ve been comparing 
your recent products with copies of 
the magazines from the first cou- 
ple of years. Why do I find the pic- 
tures then considerably more 
stimulating than the pictures now? 


There is of course the fact that you 
had some wonderfully succulent 
bottoms to play with in those years; 
will we ever see another bum to 
compare with Katie's (Blushes 3)? 
But the photos really gloated over 
them, probed them, devoured 
them. Much care was taken over 
the positioning of the girls to ob- 
tain really lust-inspiring individual 
photographs, often just one to a 
page. By contrast a recent feature 
such as ‘Living Nightmare’ seems 
to be an objective record of an 
undeniably interesting situation — 
the concern has been to cover the 


event, rather than produce stunn- 
ing photographs. There are a few 
good ones; a lot are very similar, 
most fail to display the girls’ bodies 
voluptuously. Often there are just 
too many per page, reproduced too 
small to properly enjoy. 


As a general policy, end-on shots 
are much better than side views. 
The greatly over-exposed pose of 
a girl draped sideways across a lap 
fails to generate any stimulation. 
The bum becomes anonymous, at- 
tention switches to the unconvingly 
static hand raised above it. Yet 
every issue has a plethora of such 
shots, sometimes four or more to 
a page and often wasting colour 
space. 


Far better to make the bottom 
dominate the picture, even be the 
largest thing in it, by 
photographing it full-on and from 
relatively close-up. Remember the 
full page colour picture of Katie 
balancing a book on her head in 
“Blushes 3)? Here her bottom has 
become very much the focus of at- 
tention. Her face, which is the part 
of her she would wish to present 
to the world, is insignificant in our 
minds. Hours spent on make up or 
hair in order to express herself and 
persuade us to like and respect her 
— all this is rendered useless. 


Instead the very opposite part of 
her, the bottom that she would nor- 
mally keep hidden from us, is 
flagrantly ogled. We feel lust and 
an overwhelming desire to whack 
that arse and make her suffer. 


Another point has been made by 
readers but not acted upon, and I 
feel it is crucial: we see the strip- 
ped bundle of misery the girl is 
reduced to, but not the girl that is 
being Aunt Sallied. What I mean 
is, that just one photo of the pois- 
ed smiling girl that we might meet 
every day in the street or at work 
would be invaluable as a prelude 
to the sequence in which the 
destruction of that poise is loving- 
ly detailed. Let us see the swan that 
is eventually transformed into a 
bedraggled ugly duckling! 


I hope this is seen as the construc- 
tive and appreciative criticism it is 
meant to be. One final word to 
your readers: keep those adoptees 
flowing in — and hammer them! 


R.M. 


Dear Blushes, 


I have a young wife who will be 
extremely embarrassed to read this 
letter (if you print it), which is just 
the effect I want. Her face will be 
a very pretty shade of crimson, 
especially if I order her to read it 
out to friends. 


Nicole, my wife, is skinny with a 
small bum, narrow hips and very 
small tits (which don’t warrant the 
use of a bra) and therefore looks 
younger than her 20 years. I keep 
her under control by the use of 
strict punishment and humiliation. 
I must admit that my main aim in 
writing this letter is the chance to 
humiliate Nicole, but I hope that 
this letter will also interest your 
readers. 


Recently it was out first anniver- 
sary and Nicole prepared a meal 
for the two of us, with candlelight 
etc, and had dressed up in her best 
dress for the occasion, However, 
she was surprised when I arrived 
home from work with Hilary (a 
woman from the office) who is an 
‘intimate’ friend of mine. 


Nicole had obviously gone to a 
great deal of trouble to make this 
romantic dinner for two, and when 
I told her that it was going to be 
me and Hilary who were going to 
eat it, she was of course upset, but 
knew better than to argue. I 
ordered her upstairs to remove her 
make-up and fancy clothes and to 
change into school uniform before 
returning to serve the meal. 


So now in a white blouse, tie, 
pleated gym skirt, white ankle 
socks and navy blue knickers she 
served me and Hilary with our 
meal. She was obviously very 
humiliated serving HER dinner to 
her husbands ‘bit on the side’ 
(although she didn’t know that at 
the time) dressed as a school girl. 
But more was to come. 


After the meal and coffee, and 
when she had done the washing-up, 
Nicole presented herself to us 
bringing with her a cane and a 
leather strap as she had been 
ordered. First I told her to remove 
her skirt and knickers and then put 
her hands on her head whilst I 
delivered a lecture on how she 
could have made more effort with 
the meal. A deep blush had risen 
to her cheeks, not just because of 


the lecture, but because she was 
standing there, in front of this 
female stranger, showing off her 
completely smooth pubis and other 
charms. 


Now came the beginning of her 
punishment. She removed her 
blouse and tie and knelt on the edge 
of the coffee table with her hands 
on the floor supporting her weight. 
At first she tried to retain some 
modesty but I soon had her legs 
spread as wide as the coffee table 
would allow, thus exposing her 
most intimate places to Hilary and 
myself. I then proceeded to give 
her 20 or so strokes of the cane on 
her boyish arse and the backs of her 
legs. 


When I had finished she was blub- 
bering and sniffing snottily and she 
was sent to stand in the corner with 
hands on head and bottom on 
display. After a short time I in- 
structed her that her punishment 
would now continue, but she ask- 
ed me if she could have a pee first. 
To this she got a sharp ‘no!’ and 
I told her she would have to ‘hold 
it’ until her punishment was over. 


She took up position again, this 
time on her back on the floor with 
her legs drawn up and spread wide 
and held behind the knees with her 
hands. In this position her pussy 
was on fully display and she guess- 
ed at what her next punishment was 
to be, and pleaded to be let off — 
but to no avail. 


I handed the narrow leather strap 
to Hilary and told her to punish 
Nicole for as long as she thought 
necessary. Hilary took up position 
standing above Nicole and started 
to strap her. Hilary did not seem 
bothered about punishing another 
girl. 


Nicole, tears streaming down her 
face, was then ordered to the cor- 
ner again to compose herself. 
When she was somewhat recovered 
she reminded me that she 
desperately needed to go for a pee. 
This time I agreed and told her to 
go and fetch her potty. When she 
got back I told her to place it in the 
centre of the dining table and to get 
up and squat over it. Hilary and I 
then took ‘ringside’ seats. I ex- 
plained to Hilary that it was still 
necessary to give this ‘girl’ her pot- 
ty training and she openly laugh- 
ed at Nicole who did not know 


where to look. Nicole then had a 
long pee which splashed against the 
plastic potty like a jet of water from 
a powerful hose. 


Hilary, who was now getting into 
this, said that as we now had a 
‘sample’, we should go onto the 
next part of the medical which was 
the internal. Nicoles tear-stained 
face, now scarlet with embarrass- 
ment, was a picture as the shock 
of what she had just heard sank in. 


Nicole was ordered to lay back on 
the table and Hilary proceeded to 
make a thorough examination of 
her vagina, and mouth, moving 
from one to the other, so that 
Nicole could, no doubt, taste 
herself on Hilary's fingers. 


By now I was feeling pretty turn- 
ed on so I led the way upstairs 
where I rounded off the evening by 
making love to Hiilary whilst my 
wife was ordered to stand by the 
bed and watch. Later Nicole was 
allowed a reward of lapping mine 
and Hilary's juices from Hilary's 
pussy. 


I'm sorry this letter has gone оп 
rather but hope you will have the 
space to include it in one of your 
great magazines. Before I close can 
I say some things which I would 
like to see in your magazine. 


1. Girls wearing those tight fitting, 
white cotton leggings. They should 
be pulled up into their slits using 
braces so that there would be no 
doubt that they were not wearing 
underwear. 


2. Girls going for a pee with per- 
son or persons looking on (as 
Nicole frequently has to do). Please 
show girls squating over potty's or 
plastic БисКе or sitting on the 100. 


3. How about girls wearing nap- 
pies as a form of humiliation? 


4. Finally, how about showing 
girls doing various household 
chores like washing up, hoovering, 
washing floors, hanging out 
washing or doing gardening in 
various states of undress and in 
various punishment outfits. 


Yours sincerely, 
H.H., Croydon 
Dear Sir, 3 
о - 


Thank you for my letter printed in 
Blushes 46 on the reformation of 
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Rosalba? I think the second part, 
in which my adoptee is compelled 
to dance can can, and other erotic 
dances, is the most exciting. As 
said in that letter, the plan for her 
stern reformation is based on 
humiliation (marching drill) — 
punishment PT. and punitive dance 
at flicks of the tawse and just at the 
end of my project for Rosalba’s 
reformation, five old sirs make her 
jump and dance under the tawse, 
berating her for her past behaviour. 
You published only till the old men 
are called for the treatment of the 
next day, but Rosalba is given the 
main and more poignant punish- 
ment when the old sirs arrive. So 
I continue the story... 


When Rosalba is in her room I go 
to the telephone and I call 5 old 
friends saying to each of them ‘Are 
you ready for tomorrow? Tomor- 
row my house will be changed in- 
to a disco. ..and I have a very sexy 
queen of the disco all for us...” 


Next day at 5 o’clock my old 
friends arrive. 


Rosalba has been instructed to wear 
only an extra miniskirt (black) and 
a half cup bra. When she appears, 
so dressed and barefoot, all the 
men are taken by her piquant beau- 
ty. I order Rosalba to stay in the 
center of the room while a hi-fi 
starts playing a cha cha. Then I say 
‘Today for you is day of disco, so 
dance Rosalba, so barefoot and 
take off the bra too. You must stay 
bare breasted.’ The girl now is 
without bra, her only garment is 
the miniskirt and some bangles 
(arms and ankles). 


She starts dancing in a very sexy 
manner, wriggling her bum and her 
tits. 


One of my guests (the most impa- 
tient), 50 year old, watching that 
sexy teenager dancing like a go go 
girl, before him, takes his tawse (3 
thongs). (I prepared 5 tawses on the 
table, one for each guest). 


The old sir gives Rosalba a sharp 
stroke across the right thigh (that 
gilded) while she is dancing and 
then barked.'Do you like this 
special disco, eh girl? Dance 
Rosalba, dance and take this..." 
(and he gave her another stroke 
across the left thigh this time, ig- 
noring the cry of Rosalba). 


The guests watching say 
*Bravo...bravo...well placed. You 
are a very good master. Give her 
two more like those, make her 
jump.” 


And the old sir barked again, 
punishing the teenager. ‘I know 
how to cure you girl — dance lit- 
tle tart — you need a year of this 
treatment — today for you there's 
not your boyfriend dancing with 
you but six gentlemen disciplining 
you. Dance impudent little tart, 
you don't know where is the 
modesty.” 


Then the music changes, can can 
like at the Folies Bergeres and as 
instructed Rosalba is compelled to 
perform high kicks without her 
miniskirt, naked, on the table, a 
very big table purchase for this oc- 
casion. At the end of many high 
kicks, all the sirs can thrash the 
teenager. 


Rosalba touches her toes and her 
first punisher gives her a well aim- 
ed stroke of whip (another effec- 
tive implement taken on purpose). 
All the men can thrash the girl 
where desired, bottom, thighs, 
front or back, bare feet. 


When Rosalba has been thrashed 
by all the men, her body is mark- 
ed very well, 10 strokes of the 
whip are perfect in view. Now I 
give her another 8 strokes for to 
make 18 in all (her age) with my 
tawse. 


Then I order Rosalba to perform 
P.T. strenuous exercises saying: 
“And now, girl, as you are too in- 
disciplined, I wish to see you 
sweating for P.T., March on the 
spot, at once, jump to it. Let's see 
if you are okay in PT like in the 
dance’...And Rosalba marches 
naked and performs many exer- 
cises in military manner; half hour 
of punishment drill...and she 
sweats... Then the punitive session 
ended with a gauntlet; Rosalba is 
compelled to run while each guest 
places himself in the right place 
where he can administer the strokes 
in a very effective way. 


For this game the implements are 
crop, tawse, birch and cane. 


I'm sure the girl you saw in the 
photo needed such a treatment 
because she is a very impudent, ar- 


rogant little tart without modesty. 
She deserves a long period in a cor- 
rectional establishment. 


If the readers of Feedback have 
other ideas on how to punish this 
sexy 18 year old, please write. 
Apologies about my English. 


I hope to send another photo of 
Rosalba, this time a photo more 
piquant. 


Yours sincerely, 


Frank, Italy 
Dear Editor, 


I do hope we are not about to enter 
a phase of ‘what I like’ and ‘what 
I don’t like’ with your readers. 


It seems to me that thete are too 
many letters detailing personal 
preferences and aiming quite a lot 
of criticism because some letters 
and stories are not to a particular 
individuals taste. I am surprised 
that your hard pressed editorial 
staff have not made it clear that the 
magazine is not for any ONE per- 
son and tht there are some who en- 
joy preferences that are complete- 
ly alien to many other people’s 
ideas of CP. 


I have perused, with dismay, some 
of the suggestions that are put for- 
ward after a long narrative of 
criticism of what has already ap- 
peared in the magazine and the sug- 
gestion after a long criticism has 
left me cold. 


For my money, I think you hit a 
very happy medium. Of course, I 
don’t like everything I read in the 
magazine, but I certainly enjoy 
MOST of it. I think the pictorial 
back up tends to border on pure ar- 
tistry and the models are a superb 
bunch of girls who seem to know 
what is expected of them. 


Well done, Blushes. Just keep up 
the standard or improve on it if you 
will, I shall continue to subscribe 
despite the moaning Willies that 
seem to abound nowadays. 


J Davies, Swansea 


Editor: How nice. We take your 
point, but it is very important that 
we attempt to fit everybody’s likes 
and enjoyment into the magazine. 
We do hope that our readers, who 


are, after all said and done, very 
important people, continue to write 
to us. Constructive criticism is 
always acceptable and suggestions 
will be seriously studied. We are 
certain that you all know what is 
permissable and what is not. Some 
suggestions we get would burn the 
paper if we tried to print them! 
Keep the letters coming, please. 


Dear Sirs, 


On a number of occasions I have 
seen photographs to back up letters 
that readers have written to you. 


I make no pretence at all that 
whenever my girlfriend 
misbehaves then I have no other 
recourse than to punish her bare 
bottom. It was when I saw the 
photographs in Blushes that the 
idea occurred to me that Belinda 
should be exposed in a like public 
manner. 


At first, of course, she gave me all 
the usual protests that it was un- 
thinkable, shameful, humiliating 
etcetera, etcetera, but after I had 
had her over my knee for a long 
session of bum warming, she even- 
tually came round to my way of 
thinking! 


So the next time she deserved a 
spanking, I reminded her, very 
sternly of my threat to expose her 
to the general public! In my room 
I have the usual paraphernalia that 
most bachelors have except 
because I do a lot of work at home, 
I have a draughtsman's chair. A 
swivel job that helps my mobility 
when I work. 


Belinda was still half protesting as 
I insisted that she pulled her tight 
ski-pants down to reveal no 
knickers. It was like a framework. 
She was most reluctant to bend and 
you will gather from the first 
photograph how reluctant she was. 
A few spanks on both cheeks soon 
helped her to make her mind up 
and the second shot was a much 
better effort. 


It was only when I was looking 
through the view finder that I 
realised she was exposing the soft 
centre between her legs. What is 
more, although the symmetrical 


shape of her bottom was portrayed [3 


most attractively, there was miss- 
ing the sheer perfection that she has 
when one views her bottom in pro- 
file. So I had her turn sideways to 
the camera and the result is the 
enclosed snaps. 


After I had put the camera away, 
she retained the half dressed state 
that I have enclosed and then I had 
her bending right over to touch her 
toes. Belinda was most reluctant to 


do so, but with the knowledge of 
her obedient body safely stored on 
film in the camera, I was able to 
convince her that to obey would be 
a much happier response than all 
this arguing. It was a pity I had run 
out of film because the sheer 
delight that Belinda filled me with 
was something superbly beautiful. 
She reaped the spanking that she 
so richly deserved and I leave it to 
your readers imagination as to what 
her bottom looked like after I had 
completed her education! 


I think you will agree that Belinda 
has a terrific arse. If you and the 
readers of Blushes would like more 
photographs, I would be happy to 
have Belinda project herself 
accordingly. 


J. Walters, Southampton 


Editor. Thank you for the ex- 
cellent shots. We are pleased to 
reproduce them and thank you too 
Belinda for such delightful expres- 
sions of what a naughty girl’s bot- 
tom should look like. 


We leave it to the readers own 
judgement and look forward to 
receiving quite a hefty reaction 
from you all. 
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The ball seemed to hurtle 
across the net with more than 
the usual zest as two girls, who 
despite their grim set faces still 
managed to look the most at- 
tractive members of the club. 
There was venom in each wris- 
ty action as racquet met the in- 
coming ball to send it back 
again, a sigh of relief when the 
ball cleared the net and landed 
within the chalked limits of the 
court. There were по зрес- 
tators, nobody else to witness 
the match that had been set up 
by these two players. 


wo dark haired nymphets, 
curls tossing as they smashed 
into the ball now alternating in 
flight from one end to the 
other. Betting was strictly il- 
legal, so what was the spur to 
their angry exchange of play? 
It had all started as a simple 
statement by Ruth. She had sug- 
gested that she would outplay 
Pam in straight sets. Pam had 
taken umbrage and also the 
bait. The confrontation had 
developed into sour words and 
then the threats had started to 
come thick and fast. With the 


threats had come the taunts un- 
til a contract had been settled 
privately. 


To prove superiority in pl 
they would prepare themselves 
to be the ‘Passive Maid’ to the 
one who outscored the other. 
Even this simple contract had 
to be outlined so that there 
would be no misunderstanding 
and certainly no argument 
when the final ball had been 
played. Explicitly Pam had told 
Ruth that when she, Pam won, 
then Ruth had better be 
prepared to drop her panties 
and bend. Not just over the 
knee, but in many other situa- 
tions that Pam might dream up. 


Ruth had countered that she 
would positively demand the 
same conditional acceptance of 
Pam’s body in any way what- 
soever. Both girls knew that 
their modesty and dignity hing- 
ed on the final score and both 
played the game of their lives. 
They were down to match 
point and Ruth was ahead. Pam 
began to think more of the tight 
white panties pulling round the 
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winsome area of her bottom. 
Her breasts too were very 
much in her mind. Ruth would 
be a real bitch, and she could 
not fault the other girl on this; 
Pam knew exactly what she 
would have done to the lovely 
bottom of her partner if she 
was in the winning role! 


‘My game,’ Ruth shouted ex- 
ultantly when she smashed the 
ball into the corner of the lines. 


Pam had no chance. The ball 
flashed past her flailing wrist 
nd her shocked dismay y 
expressed itself on her pretty 
but very hot and perspiring 
face. 


As they walked from the court, 
ve and very sub- 
dued mood, she felt Ruth's rac- 
quet gently patting her attrac- 
tive buttocks. 


shower first, my 
I want you in your v 
playing gear,’ it took le: 
than that for Ruth to tak 
mand of her winning situation. 
Pam wanted desperately to 
plead and beg, but that would 
have been too infra dig as far 
as her sense of honour was con- 
cerned. In the shower, she took 
along time to get prepared. She 
had hoped that there would be 
an interval before having to 
‘settle’ the bet! 


‚then 
best 


When she came from the 
shower, Ruth had already 
changed into her own fresh 
clothing and she was matching 
her partner's physique in every 
degree. 


"I want to hear you admit that 
I am the better player.’ 


‘J...oh alright Ruth...you are a 
better player than me,' Pam felt 
that she was in no position to 
start a verbal discourse. One 
does not go around upsetting 
another woman who would 
soon be in the position to cause 
havoc with one’s bottom!’ 


‘And that you knew that when 
I beat you on the courts that I 
would also be beating you on 
your bottom,’ Ruth smiled 
cruelly. 


‘L...alright...l accept that when 
you beat me on the 
courts...then I knew you would 
be spanking my bottom,' Pam 
reddened like a beetroot. 


"You knew I would be doing 
this, Pam stood petrified as 
Ruth reached forward and 
started to drag her white pan- 
ty knickers down towards the 
white socks. 


0h Lord, Pam moaned as the 
very real shame now started to 
ood into her syste 


Turn round young lady, Ruth 
was enjoying this masquerade 


Pam gripped her fist into tight 
balls as she stood facing away 
fom the other girl and when 
she was invited to bend over 
‘head itle choice but to obey 
the demeaning command, 


Her bare bottom was now not 
only under the intent gaze of 
Ruth but it was Pending so that 
her nates showed as two taut 
skinned balloons. 


‘Oh yes. very, very nice. Ruth 
was playing with Pam now like 
a cat plays with a mouse 


Thats, char nor fair, Pam 
protested in immediate reac 
Поп of surprise when Ruth's 
hand stroked over the nates 
and even finger caressed near 
to the warmer and more in: 
timate spor that exposed itself 
between the thighs 


She had jumped up 
automatically and her flushed 
face showed her extreme 
discomfort and degraded 
humiliation at the manner her 
secret arca had been touched. 
by Rath 


Y thought we had this all work 
ed out before the match, Ruth 
Sas full of venom and sarcasm 


Mut. вис. the tears were 
springing to Pam's eyes as the 
Sheer helplessness of her 
defences became very 
apparent 


But” Ruth pretended surprise 
at what she considered ci 
Tontery on Pam's part. What's 
all this Dur... a naughty maid. 
does not “but her 
mistress. bend over and get 
Your bottom bare,” she snap- 
ped. Pam was about to say 
Something, but the tone in itself 
was sufficient to gulvanisc her 
into obedient response 


Pam fought the renewed flood 
i came to her pret- 
х and slowly bent 


her shapely torso again. Her 
teeth gripped her lower lip in 
vexacious anger as she “suf 
fered’ the ignomony of having 
to stay bending as Ruth’s hand. 
Stroked freely over the ripe 
Smooth checks that were soon. 
to be wriggling as sheer pain 
was spanked into them, 


She was so engeossed in her 
possession of Pam that the en 
try of Mr Davidson, the 
roundsman went unnoticed 
ind the grey eyed keeper of the 
Courts could only stand and 
Watch the performance in 
bewildered delight! When he 
spoke, two startled girls spun. 
Found in astonished surprise. 
Now there were two very red 
faced young ladies! They tried 
to splatter their way out of the 
harade he had witnessed but 
he was too shrewd an old man 
for their simple minds and he 
spoke to them at some length. 
For the second time that day 
the girls entered into a con. 
tract! The wily old groundsman 
locked the door and then had. 
both girls drop their panties 
and then he wanted to sce two 
pairs of nates and this could not 
Be denied him. Whatever Mr 
Davidson wanted, they knew 
they would have to supply! 
There was one thing very cer 
tain and that was that there 
Would be no report to the Club. 
Committee in which the two. 
young ladics conduct would be 
fully discussed. That would be 
unthinkable and certainly 
unacceptable 


He was like a stage director. He 
dictated several delightful 
postures first with panties 
Gown and then with skits pull- 
fed up. Front view and back 
View too, When they stood 
with their short tennis skirts 
held up to their waist he was 
able to study as his leisure wo 
thatched triangles of fine mossy 
pubes and he was hard put to 
по decide which of them had 
the more attractive bottom! 


Ji was too awful again to have 
to bend over, This was getting 
to be a tiresome business as far 
as Pam was concerned. This 
was the second person who 
had dictated her posture and 
the sensation was equally 


demanding as far as she was 


the sharp stinging sensation of 
a strap landing across her nates. 
Her bottom had half expected 
to feel the pain but the vicious 
anger of heated lines was 
Something intolerable to take 


Ti did not help one little bit that 
when they heard the swish of 
the leather strap. neither of 
them knew which bottom was 
going to feel the resounding 
thyvack. Only the geoundsman. 
knew on which rounded and 
writhing bum that the leather 
would stripe. Two beauties, 
bending and wriggling as 
another bum striping lash land. 
fd, were sending out a unison 
Of yelling cries and when they 
ed up to grip thc agonis: 
ed moons of their bottom, 
they were tersely ordered into. 
the required position again. 


When that thwacking strap 
struck Pam on the juncture of 
Thighs and mates, she not only 
jumped up but also started to 
Shuttle her feet round and 
found the small room, her 
body twisting and providing a 
most spectacular symmetric 
and rythmatic motion 


Two pairs of eyes studied her 
performance, and then Ruth 
Being instructed to adopt the 
bending position was told to. 
thrust her leather strapped bot 
tom well into the fullest 
Foundest position. It was too. 
awful. The pain was horribl 
and the situation was un 
thinkable, but then she was 
showing the groundsman that 
ft was no accident that had 
Caused Pam to dance and wrig 
fle the way she had. He had 
managed to bring the strap 
down onto the same arca with 
Ruth as he had done with 
Pam. the result was exactly the 


1 think we can say quite hap. 
pily that we have game, set and 
match. he smiled. but he left 
behind him two young women. 
who were determined to be 
Satisfied just to enjoy the sport 
по matter who was b 
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